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PUBLISHER: 


TO THE 


EADER: 


Drice Ray a Painter bas 8 ſo popular a 
&-.5 Title, and fo gjten the. fair Frontiſpeice 
+ ., £0- Very. extr ry Pens. 08 many 
great and menwrable Onan that -our- Author 
gt fit to take pattern from fo many celebra- 
I 2d cd Chapt in this following Satzr : and how þ- 

his own modeſty might. be', This I wall 

reſume to ſay for him, Pp jo has put his' beſt = 

band to the work, and labour d for your Diverj SH 

on _ And I muſt add this farther Advantage that . 
poſi 


The Publiſher to the Reader. 


affibly the SubjeBFis one if the great of ta "Re 

Po viz. The Defeat of the Kath leet: 

But notwithſtanding the Height of the Theme, I - 
Scot Þ 


hope your perufdl wt find that 
mi fab hn þ of os bi 

Conſidering how far the Fate'of England de- 
pended.0n the fucceſs of this Ngvall Degſion y 
how melancholly ats Aſpect the nick Ol 
Englifh Providenees in that fognal Pwttory has 
raisd on the whole French and Frenchified 
Party; perhaps the Reſentmintsof the Enratred 
Lewis, the beaten 'Tourvill, -the- montified 
Feagues-at Havre De —_ ahd ys the 
PDroopinz and deſpondiny Jacobites 'at - home, 
(all & 195M our las þ Earrings are no unfit 
Thefes for 4 Satyr ; and as we dare promiſe you 
 that-the * Management 1s not alltogetber inferiour 
fo'the Subjeft, we hope we have endeavour d your 
Pleaſure and our Profit. © * 3T.DL VU » 
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PAI NTER, - 


"Monumental Piles to dies ſtand, 

Raiſed by the Painter, and the Poetry Hand 3 

Kind Pencil lend -me thy afliftingPart, 
For that great Theme, deſerves thy Nobleſt Art. 
Draw then, 'in all chy boldeſt Rhetorick, 
Atleaſt, it Forms cag Talk, andShadows ſpeak z _ 
Draw in their Flags of Blood, Wars Crimſon Robe, 
Two Rival Champions | for che watry Globe. 

B 'The 


(6) 

A (welling Main beneath the Thunderers riſe, 

The Ocean for the Stage, and .Trident for- the Prize: 
The Sovereignty o' th' Seas, great great the Stake ; - 
Th' Ambition long ; but ſhort the Tryal make, 

So ſhort, ſo ſwift, the vaſt Qeciſion done ; . 

In one great Day, the finiſh'd Period run, 


Here paint that Happy, that Triumphant Shore, 
That, with ſuch Champions bleſt, can fear no more. . - 
No. Foreign Tnfults no Invading Power ; 

Thoſe threatning Storms can now no longer [6ur. 
The Feeble Cloud, and vaniſhe Vapeur flies ; 
For their kind Thunder hasſerened our Skies. 


Imperial Albier, now ſecurely ſleep,- 
Fenced.in thy watry Walls, and Guardian Deep :-: 
Raign the proud Sovereign of thy Righeful Sea. 
Thy Sons have taught thy Neptune to obey... 


O Glory never in thy Adive Race, 
' Were. bolder Hiinters, or a fairer Chace. . = 
Me- 


$4 
Methinks I ſaw 'em waiting for the Alarm; 

No Bridal Longings ever glow'd more warm: 
Courage ſe all Impatience, all Deſire, 

As if their Souls and Cannon breath'd one Fire: 
So wilht they, and ſo fought. A Victory 
Paſh'd on ſo bravely bold, and crown'd fo high; 
Whoſe ſpreading Fame ſhall ſo unbounded run, 
Wide as the floating Plain, in which *twas won: 
Far as the utmoſt travelling Wave ere rolf'd ; 
The Globes remoteſt Shore ſhall hear it told. 


In that Great Day, how fragrant, how HA ©. 
\ All lovely Fair, the Britiſh Roſes bloom d! 


SY %# & #f 4 © 


The Flenr-de-Liſſes, bung their hoaping Head 2. 


Pale as the Fears, their flying Tourwille wore, Se 
And ſhaking like their frighted Gallick Se: 


Yes, proud Beitnia thy Renown Prothaim ;'/1/1 
No. thy Great Sons ob Warg Ind Heirs of Fame «1 


B 2 Loks- 


[8] 
Inſpired by that bold Genius of- their Cauſc;. 

* To thy Immortal William's jaſt Applauſe; 
Boaſt that one-ſingle Day, can now do more, . 
Than thy long 30 ſleeping Years before. . 


Illuſtrious Roſel, in thy charming praile,. 
Fo thy Renown, . what. Altars muſt we raiſe ? 
What muſt we owe thee in this Glozious Day ?—— 
What Englaxd owes thee, England sLord ſhall pay. 


Bur Oh, the fair Remains of. that Great Name; . 
Fhe ſleeping Carter's'ever waking Fame ! - 
Here, Painter, ere thytoo bold Pencil fix, 
Remember that thy ſofteſt: Colours mix :  - 
The lovelieft Britzþ Roſe; that Sword ere cropt;: 
All fragrant Sweet, tho.th o're-blown Leaves arc dropt , - 
Here let thy ] Pencil Take a Mournful Draught; _ 
Thou drawft a Eawrel 60 a Cyprels Graft. . 


Now; £aimer,could we-lstcue Worth behold; : 
Drawaiit his lovelicſti CharaQters of Gold;;' -//- | 
; Paint -. 


0s] 
Faint him, adorn'd with Courage, ſo Sublime, FD 
Like Superſtition, heightned to.a Crime. | 
Think how, when the too Fatal Bolt had lopt | 
His Limbleſs Trunk, and the brave Carter dropt; : 
| His untoucht Heart ſtill ſound, his Soul too great, + 
Scorning the common (and too poor ) Retreat, _ 
| Of ſculking to the Hould, his Wounds to hide | 
The bloody Deck ſaw his too Manly Pride: 
Where both his Wounds and Foes, at once defy d, 
'Þ Still his Commanding Seat: the Hero fill'd; . 
His brandiſht Sword even his Taſt- Graſp yet held : : 
Majeſtick Bravery, too hardy bold, -. 
Around' him ſtill his fiery Deaths: he doeal'd; © 
Whilſt his laſt paſp- thy unfiniſhe OI A 
And all his Iron Legacies bequeatli's o- 


So have Þ ſeen,” when at a Contr | 
"The Angry Bull dos his horn'd Creſcent ſhake; - 
Some true got Engliſh Breed; tao forwardpreſt,- . 
The briskeſt; leencſt Garheſter of the Lift," 


ROM 


All goar'd and mangl'd,* yet unconquer'd; ; though 
All over Wounds, up to his foaming Foe, 

With his [torn Limbs, and dragging Entrails flies, 
Hangs at the bellowing Roarers Throat, and.Dies. 


Tn the ſame Liſt, enroll'd with the great Dead; 
Sleep, , Noble Haſtings, in fair Honours Bed ; 
. Honour, that ſhall fo keep thy Name alive, 
As cven-thy crumbling Marble to ſurvive. 


But Oh, thou'too bard-fated Glory ! Why 
So rough thy Paths to Immortality ? 
Thy Sons; to r/Deathlels Names, ſo hard muſt pay, 
To live ts Merrow, they muſt die to Day. 
Now Painter, when this pleaſing Scene thou ſt drawn, 
The ſmiling Britain in her Joys fair dawn: 
Mix thy next Oyl with Gall, and try thy chance, 
Tn a mere Gloomy Draught, the fullen France: 
And if [thou dareſt ingage thyArts whole-ſtreogth, . - 
To the Great Life, draw Lewis. at full lenghhe.; 

Here 


_ 


F IL ] 
Here thy beſt Skill,Great Artiſt, wouldſt thou ſhew, | 

Paint like the once bold Michael Angelo, 

Who on Sham Croſs his brawny Hireling ſtretche;.. 

When his laſt Mafter-ftroke of Art he reacht ; 

One Hand the Pencil- held, and Poynyard too; - 

And made a Murder, when a God he drew : 


To Romes St. Peters, the proud Relick given, 
The price of Hell, made Conſecrate to Heaven, - . 


Thus.let great Lewis to thy Pencil fit ; - 
To make thee all his livelieſt Features hit, 
Let Perjury, Murder, Maſlacre, all ſtand, 
T inſpire thy Fancy, and inform thy Hand.- 
The Gorge of. hungry Death, and yawning GCraves;-. 
Horrour, and Ruine, his Obedient- Slaves. 

Not one of all his Attributes forget. 

Laſtly, to make the piece yet more compleat, 

Rage, Fury, and Deſpair, the finiſhing ſroke, - 

So Paint his Eyes, as if his Tongue thus ſpoke, -. 

My 


_ © MyRoyal Navy loſt! Loſt, did Thy? 
*TheToyl of Ages ruin'd in a Day ! 

A greater 'Labour '( yes, by all my Fears, ) 

*Then my flow Mothers thrice-{even teeming Years:: 
* When the defpairing Impotence of a-Crown, 
*-Crucht up by Scarlet Cap, and Purple Gown ; 


With Alexander s Soul, from Ammon Sire; 
: AfatedBrow for Empire to Adorn, 
-For the Worlds Graſp, was-the Great Lewis Born. 


And: yet thus fated, and thus born; are theſe _ 
* My Hopes of fetter'd Lands, and thackled Seas! 
"This Farneſt for my mounting Glories given; 


Not all my Cloyſtered Maudlin La /aleers 
"Kind Pray'rs, nor:my fair Maintenons ſoft Tears ; 


*No Eloquence to ſoften Defiiny ! 


| And Preguant Dam, her high-vein'd Birth inſpire; 


"The Worlds'Great Lord; no kinder Friends intFleaven: 


*Cou'd all theſe move, nor Winds, nor'Scas, nor r Sky, 


It 


(13 9 
If Deaf to theſe, your aiding Powers deny” wt 
Not one kind Star to Battle on my Side ; 
But why d6I deſcend to loſe a Prayer ? 

By all th' Ingratitude of Heaven, I ſwear ; 
Your {miles to Lewis but your Duty pay : 


I claim by Merit ; and demand, not pray,” 
Have I, to Mother Church a Son ſo true, 


In my Ignatian Zeale, reſolv'd t ont-do 

"The Great Nine Charles his bloody Barthol mew? 
Two Hundred Thouſand ſtarving Exiles Groans 
| With all my Charnel Piles of Heretick Bones ; 
Stakes, Dungeons,Gibbers,Graves; no Death unty'd,. 
All theſe my Fames eternal Pyranud : 

To Immortality ſuch ſteps ſo trod ; 

No wonder, deified the Facobites God, 


| Burfor my hard hard Fate, my diſmal Loſs 
Why doLthus upbraid the unkind Croſs? 
Upon the more Ungrateful Creſcent all 

My louder Murmurs, bevier Curſe, ſhould fall. 
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What 


C1447] 
What, though the Chriſtian Powers wereall ſo poot 5; 
Have I from Mahoret deſerv'd no'more 2 - 
For all my Vowes, t' his Muftz and Divan, ' 
My plighted Faith this TdoF'd Alcorat;: | 
Had the great Prophet in hisHeaven of Love, 
Amongſt his large-cy'd Monteſpaigns above,'” © 
\Not one kind Star, to Jend a Friendly lines 
"To his moſt ChriftianMuſſulmen of- France. 

By all ch* immortal Honours I have gor, 
By Facing Davgers beyond Can6nShott- || 
Fhe Trophies-which-my undrawn'Swotd has op 
In Fiflds, where Danger awful Yiſftance kept :. 
And all the Brazen Leaves Fve fill'd itt Story, / 
With my RecordedScarleſs Marks of iGlorys:- 
And if there be a found more foud; by all : 
My. biazing Glories, Spire, W ormeE, Frankendall 7+ 
Thoſe Defolation Piles, 1o/ vaſtly: or6dt er6dt,/ 7101150 
Thar Horrours ſelf even anbles's t6/ cegdasl 10 'FF 
By theſe, and Lewis's Name; that alfDivines. - 
\ Begferv'd nl GrcetricthinEifroab Briud+ 2ob:r0! 127 


# Brine - 


[15J 
Brine from whole Milhons of {ad Widows Eyes, 
And Thouſand Thouſand tuneful Orphans cries. 
Havel for this ( ſucceſs no greater ) drein'd 
'So many empty 'd Veins, in Blood fo raign'd: 
For this, th' effeminate Britannia lull'd, 
With Thirty Iong Lethargick Summers dull'd: 
Looſe all her Nerves, and lazic her Deſires, 
Her Martial quencht, to Tight her Wanton Fires, 
Her old Fifth Herry, and Third Edward's Duſt, 
All her forgotten Heroes Memonies huſht ; 
In Luft, and Eafe, and Luxury wora down, 
Taught by the Great Example of a Crown. 
Oh,our vaſt Influence, when we could Sing, 
Her penſton'd Serate, :and her Hireling King. = 
Her Royal Fndah's Lyon, tamed fo far, 
Fransfortrd to our aſſiſting Iſachar. 
Two Princely Brothers of moſt ſoft Renown, 
The One that wore, and th' Other ſway'd the Crownz 
Trueſupple Spartzſh Breed, 'ſo abje&t poor, 
To lick-that Foot once ſpurn'd'em out of Door. - 
(67. C 2 Oh, 


( 16 } 
- Oh, that Tong Reign, when by French Syrer lured, : : 
Britains Crown'd-Head by Gallick Charms ſecured,” 
We bought Alliance, Forces,, Tunber, 'Stores, 

Whilſt in a-poor Exchange we barter d W—s., 
Thus truckt tor Univerſal Empire, thus, 

Like Whittington, bought Greatneſs for a Puls : 

Sent forth.our Armies, plum'd. our Flour-de-lyſſes, 
Whilſt ſantring R fed his Ducks and Miſſes. 


Had'thoſe dear bleſſed Days continued'on,. 
Oh to what height-had: our Ambition flown. 
How -had-we: given th; whole ſhackled'Exrepe Law ; 
But all, all:daſh'd by that loath'dl Name; NASSAU :: 
Naſſau, our Curſes everlaſting Theme, 


That: haunting Forme that waked'onr Golden __ 5 


That worſe than flaming Sword to all our Bliſs, 
| The fatal Bar Cour towring Paradile.. 


Damnation ſeizethoſe Hireling Miſcreant Tools ! 
Hen-kearted:Cut-Throats, dull relenting Fools /' 


Curſe 


q 
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C7 ] 
Curſe on their undiſpatching Hands /.. Fol L, 
So Heay'nly.a Deſign, ſo baulk'd, fo lo j 
Fight Hundred Thouſand Livres wilely pay Rh 
Yet by Vile Conlcrence, the-great Blow ; betray's 'd. | 
Had that blow ſtruck, How had We; ſent him Poſt, . 27, 
Sent to:ſhake Hands with ſIzeping Lorne s Ghoſt? 
A Blow-enough i have rung fo loud in Story, (Clory. 
Great Lewis higheſt, vaſteſt, boundleſs Maſter-piece of: 
$'death | Do his Guardian Gods fo take his part, 
Not all our. plotting Hells.can reach his Heart. 
IWilliam our Vengeance leſs than. Lorrain feel !. 
Or kill our Poyſons ſurer than.our Steel... = 


Next, honeſt Painter,, for ſome (mall Adorner: 
To thy great Longnp,,. in ſome odd by-Corner, 
Draw. thoſe big Sons of \Hope,. the dear ſweet Face: 
Of the great Factbite Camp, at Hav're de Grace.. 
Delineate firſt, a hungry. ſtacvling Pow'r, = 
Lean Kine, more keen: fat England to devour, 
All waiting for the great Embarquing Hour 


That : 


fa) - 
That dong ench No Bog loi Ariny draw,' GY 
The Spirit of nd ins; and ban + 
Refolv'd to give the cohquer'd Britzin Law. © 
F=5, 'with his dear TWit-Sairits, Monſe reut atld Teagns, 
Joi - ic 2P7-/TM Mah Hoy'T Tripple Lea age: 

The. Paor thin Gleanings X: A his Harveſt yields) 
Of ranhins Bo) ne, ind: ſcatttfd Agri Fields: 

n Manhenr and [eaght, ULUnioti/toſt Divine, 
Hands 1n this mighty Work + too fit to joine. 

Souls, which one animating + warmth inſpires, 

True Sparks of 7—5756WWn boIdPromnethean Fires.:: 
Poor Credulous Fs, both 6n, and'off a Throne; 
Still, 1n all States, by Flatterers undone. 

By Romiſh Syc ophants difindunted firſt, - | 
And even, bey SN thy fiſt! by the ſame —— Cueſk 
Flatter'd | or who ſo blind, as they that wink ? P, 
So lewdly, prolly, fatterd; as to think, 

Yo wondrous fair, thy Raotationlay $ itt 

Fo eafic thy Acceſs, ſs BOV' thy Way; 


[ bag] 
The Britifb Nedks' (hafht all their yiddingSwods).- 
Prepared for 1r:ſb Maſters; 'and Freneb Lofds.. | | 
Oh Rome,taiwhat wild LupatickFxtreamy:. 2 was.) 
Thy Iones fatus, thy deluding Beans, (1 1; '++7 7:0 
Can guide thy Zealots Viſidnary.Dreames 1:7 - 
Dreams. of that. Pcaddigy, agey'u Cexgels.c) 1; 
Their Tranſubſtantiation Miracle. 

So over Credulous J—>5, as if detign'd' 
To ſtand a Jaſting Riddle/to Mankind; 1 :;1f:.. | 
Whether thy Faith #rManzuor/Heay "i ſhall Bags 
Oth'-two- the moreRecorded Bigorery:" ' 1 +63 68) 


Here, $7.0 raw thi Leader ja Rh {NE | 
0, Was tT ud? "HLH 


Their Rox H eros 
Yes, thy Prerogative [le net nere di fputt ute.; 


+ Pencils may, Heroes Mp” here ens fie EEE iny ute. 
Draw him a Hers, (afures 1 243 WH 4+ 


12 a 3 dV 
A His Mrs, Var, :and Pe, gh 7 He: - het H 
If poſſible, pyt; NN. 


is Arm; 
 Whischoughghe! tre make the pi ef fam. 
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Punt th Fire,! butler nb Chill-be own; 
The modeſt Lewis Frailty, and his own: 
\ Thus Capapee;/ imparienc-let im Nand, 
Big with the Bleflings 'of the promiis'd Lind, | 
That Milk and Honey-Tide; by: Front ſo bold 
Of his Oracalous Tas eg r0oat 
NG Lads 
Here, Painter, liſt the Scene 3- - from the height 
Of towring Hopes, ey'n beyond. Eagle flight, 
Paint the defeated labauring Sans of | Earth, 
In the hard Pangs of their new'Mountein Birth. 
Here in aPanick Fright, a chilling Damp, 
And Wolfe-land Howl, run thro the riſing Camp; 
Whilſt a Contagious -; their Faces wear, 
The only Ee Iriſh Poyſon, Fear. 
| Nay, che — ya. _—T blaſted ftand 
With Eyes « Ei and upli 
Here, Painter, I: er him FO 


- * 


- = 


In the great Lewis Burning Sun deplore, 
. His own dear Phactons row cat drive no more: 


Whit 


LY 


[ 2a ] 
Whill. in-the Tranſports of.'new Deſperation] + Wi 
By that all blazing Eires Ilkimination ; yo] 
He Reads his more than ſecond Abdication, 
Heee,::Painter,. draw him with a criftfull Look; - 
As if (at once by Man.and Heaven forſook, )- 
Reſolv'd to bid:;the-frowning World-adien, 
No longer three col&ſcented Crowns purſue : *i 
Nor tire out Providence; on its deaf Side; - 
But 'twixthis Prayersand/Hounds his/life-Divide : 
His:dailing Hounds, arr eaſier Chace'to run; -. / ,''* 
Some lictle'/harmleſs flying:Animal down j' © ' (fly 
- Than with his' full-mouth'd Hunting Blood-hounds 
At three-bold Stubbotn Kingdoms Liberty./.': !:! - 


Now, Painter, thy exalted Fancy raiſe, 
To one rich Thought, in che Great. TowTj/'s Praiſe;: 
Paint him a true French: Hejve, both;ways Great, -- 
Furious,in Fight, and. furious his Retreat ; ' 
With his firſt Oneſet. his whole Courage Fir'd,..:- .-. 
Rapid hg:.came;.'more tapid be. Radedyc:! 3 nu2 10Y 


D Whilft 


ct ? =- 
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[ 22 ] 
Whilt his eclipfing Sn, his Nanere' 66 Shrwwn'd, 
Sculks to the Shote, for'a poot borrow'd Cloud. 


Here, Puinity, when 'thy frniſhing Touch has maile 
This melancholly Peice of Nigli and Shade; 
No Blacks tog/detp, the Eigure-to expreſs, + 
A running Admirals t0d proper Dre > + | + 
When the laſt Sanguine Line: chy Pencil drew, 
Couldſt thou biu Paint his Gloomy iitfide tao 5- 
Oh, the dack fullen;Price, bow 'arould talk Greaz; 
Would breath our'Curfesloudds his Defeact' -| 
More hot bis Rage, then his own Burflear Fires, :: | 
Whil& chuvbis k«de Hriends3Þ Hearende tietst::/': : 4; 


Oh, the awft Stars that inflienc'd this Day, 
Yefalſe, falle Lights, that 4. Aankind Betray x 
Eternal Piech yaut blotred Orbsiconfoning, :* 

In. your wholt Painted Roof, and ſpangied Rownd', 
Not one Spark left, one bortow'd twinkle-Skine; 7 
Your Sun chas thightvy ou, boy! ts Gatkavmins. 7" 


Bue 


[ 33 ] 
But why, believing Fool, ſo: cozen'd.> 'Thefe 

My Englifh Friends, the Fairy Promiles ; 

Snared and Deluded to this Fatal loſs, 

Was ever Sham fo-great, or Cheat fo groſs * : 
Fortune, and all her. Flatteries, Jiks and Whores! 

My hopes all loſt, nay worſe, my Lewidores ! 

T hole leading Trumps to our ſafe Martial Dance, 
Th' infallible Artillery of France + | 
Whoſe ſure-unerring Rlow nere miſc'd till now; 

The Moulten Calves that have miade Exrope Bow 

Bur faild at laſt in-our Old Barery, GOL D) (Sold; 
What Towns, Forts, Caſtles, nay whole Kingdoms 
Thoſe Danaes of the World, have felt the Powers 
Of our deſcending Jove's Triumphant Showers ? 

If truckling Worlds the Golden Lewis Meer, 

Is th' only Piſtole-Proof an Engliſh Fleet ? 


But why do I deſcend to curſe that Caule, 
That rather Merits all my beſt Applauſe ? 
The Engliſh firm unſtaggering Truth, too brave, 
To (ell their Faiths, or Country to enſlave ; 
| S -1, + O To 


| 


I 24] 
To raiſe:my juſter;Curſe a-ſtrain more high}. ;'- -}, 
'Gainſt the true Caule made beaten Towvil fly, :* 
Curſe not their Honour, but our Infamy !_- 

Be that low-S pirited Ambition. Damn'd, 9: 
Downthis own Throat! his melting bribes be -ramn'd”, 
Who at ſo poor a Game can meanly Fly, 

To Trade for Laurels, Truck for ViRory. 

Weak Pillar to an everlaſting Name, 

That makes the Baſis of its Glory, Shame: 

Shame, of that hideous Stamp, a Brand ſo hard, 

When Crown'd-Heads ſtoop; vile. Treaſon to reward... 
Bur whilſt in theſe reſenting Thoughts. employ'd, 

To France's all expiring Naval Pride 

Theſe Funeral Rites do.thy.{ad Griefs performe, 

Look forwards,  Torville, ' ta more hideous Storm. 
Prophetick Fears !. methinks my trembling Soul, 
Hears that engendring Britiſh Thunder rowle ; 

The haughty France reduc'd t' a Fright ſo poor, 

To dread Invaſions, it cou'd threat before : 


"D2xT 
That ſingle. /Ehought:does all ourPeace confound; ” | 
There, there- chelickoing Pain, and-killing Wonhd-. * 


But let me breathe'thag frighefull Theme no more,. 
That Voice of Terrour to the Gallick Shore ; 
That at the very ſound the whole Divan .. 
Of wooden ſhoes; the muſterd Arrierban, 
Do with that crickling Dew their Cheeks bewray : 
Their very Blood all Curdles into. Whey. 


Now, Painter, waſte thy working Fancy ore, 
And take a Land ſchape of the Engliſh Shore ; 
Here humbly. ſtoop to paint che lively Graces, 
Of ch ill look'd Tribe, 'the Ticobite four Faces : 
A Tribe ſo rancord with their Gall and Spleens, 
And ſodefornvd*with their diſtorted' Grinns'; : 
| Thatthey appear perfedt E/opCrew*; 
Nay, and their Souls the greater Riddles r00- 
| Who toild their tirefome Liberty to draw, 
In the dull Raigns of 'Sofrneſs; Peace, and Law; 
Palates ſo ſtrange, thatwitk crude Faſe oppreſt, 
Like Eſtridges, want Iron to digelt : 

- 4 -—_—_— 
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A Race with that prodigious Night-maro hag'd, | 
Loaded with 'Bietdom, and: with BleGingy'plagu®; * 
And for an exerciſing hand, to try 

Their boaſted high-flown Paffive Faculty; ; / 
To Lewis all their whole tun'd pulſes Dance, _. | 
Their very Veins all ftumm'd wich Lees of France : 
Religion, Liberty, Truch, Hanour Nothing 

That's Engliſh Glory, but.;s ; their perfect Loathing 3+ 3? 
All great and good their Hate : and if remains 
Ought ia the World they truly Love, 'tis Chains. 


To fer 'em "oy in;their full Pamp enfjall'd, 
Till this Sca-Bartle, they: were Legion call'd ; 
Bur fince that facal Day, I muſt confeſs, 
Their ſhrinking number dwindled ſomewhat leſs; 
From Cape La Hogue, the Thunder roard lo high, 
As put 'em in that Aguiſh Agony ; 
That by a worſe, then fat. of a chill Textian, 
Some of 'em have been cool'd into Converſion. 
Their CharaQers, as various as-you pleaſe, 
Of none, orall Religions al degrees; 


From 


[a7] . 
From ſtruting Quality tofawning Pimps ; 
From Grandees down to Slaves; from Fiends to Imps. 


In ſhort their Maſſey Virtues ro-Define, 


They 're Heroes all ſo tout for Jus Divine ; 
."Þ af F venture hanging all in a right Line. 


So, Pointer, on this copious pregnanc Tex, 
Be thoſe the Beauties that thou copieſt Nex: ; 
Theſe Lineamergs thy Pencils Guide : nor doube 
"To thefyll. Life to draw their Porcrairy our. 
For this Sea-fight has Phyſigkt,” go {o.near, 
That. every Feature of theig Faee is clear. , 
To draw this:lallpn Scene; perform. thy.pare 70 
Draw cpthe.Life (if in, the. power of, An) 
As from their trembling Lips, theſe Murmurs broke; 
And thus thp,yexy, PIETRO: 


<* Witch whit i ;mparient  Longings did we burn; 
* For the French-Fleets approach, and Jyme's Return : 
«A Flee, that mpre then Jaſon's Treali ure brought, 
'0 A ſecond conſtellated' Argonagt } 
. 50 


L987 T 
*© So true, ſo fixt;higblefbReturnforetbld;':: 12 7 
*£ Not -Delpho's Oracle; ere poke more; bold;: * 

** What leſs than thirnewReyolntianDayi! 

: £ Not Deſtiny\more\firm; :fa-paved bis:Way 51: cl | 

_ © E-zm high: to low, all;all with Joy made ods 3 
* From trolling Coach ME ſix, to ſtrolling _ 

< The extrerdft- Menditine HJ [13 Ottien Bleſs, « 

** And every Maiidlirt earned: 4Prophetels: - AI 
<< NotÞpoor Alſatian, bur; frotn. Timple-Thore,' | 
« *Would ſti up foi thr Wiid'rb wat hint Woes « 


**. Nay, not fo tnbictfag A Not' aribig? NVicav.* © | 7: | 
"<< But ore a chiry rping B&wt of hummir Lip; pF 
« He ſaw fom#s, hd # Biſhdprickfo'fli hb OL 


* He thought: x UH? need'A Red Pre 
So all agffe'wetood, fo alltinbar”” - 3 of 
< Theproſpedt of vir. Blifs, 6a ta” 
© For his Congratulation ro Þ his Crown, - . .. 
fLVT - 
©10- Hoſamahs were all runed, and Bon, ms cur down. 
*© So plain ye: {aw the Wonders ſhould reſtore eB, 


+> <Theficry Pillars that Roving | REED ore fn 0U a Hye 
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« Voilafoulam: the Fits ſweets, ſhould dwelt 
« I th' Tents' of our-Retwining 1/rae! : 

<«« That. we prepareq: the very Baskets, all - 

< For gathering-yp de, Alanna that: ſhould fall, 


<« Bucin the bighek fweeteſt Tigllations, 
« Of alt oyr deareſt Darling ExpeQations ; 
« To have; onr Sjpris 4nd: Wonders all deceive us ; 
« The Winds and Seq and the whole Elements leave us ! 
«* Oh, was thatfaral Blow, that (evere Bang, 
« That onthe: Willows all-our Hargs muſt hang.(how 
Our Harps#nay, (mercy Heaven ! ) we ſcarce know 
 _{SEvebitoforbaarto hang our {elves there too, 
I & Than farewell; Facokite3 Our Exit calls,. /- _ - 
N 'Tis oor” lakk AF, adx-here. otir Curtains Falk 


2 
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5OW: hold ans paging Epilog er Adin 
« « Our faſt loft Hopes, and all the Hererick Ge 


«Bar eveddfoor Dugan James beteft,,. For 7:1 
«And notd\en.onepooeSeump.to help us lefs)-; ; 1x2 


V Man's 'E "© Well 


top) 


« Well, Williamites, you haveyour Triumph made 4 " 
* And all our Glorie's ſhrunk* idto'a Shade. - - 
<« Thea for one laſt Farewell,:Oh; contd we-cafl  . ©* 
*« A Muplerenian Tongue; and-Curſezye all.- 2 : - *? 


Now, Painter, if thou liveſt toſce that Day, ' © 
When }-----s his laſt-Remaitise6\Face muſt pay's '' '- 
If 02 his Monument thou canſt find Roon;- - | * 
That is, if fleeping, F----5 can find a Tomb: 

A Favour with his Brother Charles nete _ 
Poor Charles (o Sloventy *dropt under: ground.) - 
Wichout a Funeral Rite;-unhonour'd Shade, | 1 


By Mid-night Hands, thy: haddled Reliques laid, 

| Were all thy. Smiles ts = fo poar{ylpaid?::! on; 
Well, thy contented Bones with: patients. \ſtay, -.:* 

Beneath thy IO thy Aſhes lay _ 


So ſleep, forgoren C/ le, thts alli Bay 


But if the 4 a6 J---43z:zm0re honaurd Duſt, (jaſt; 
Shall meer ei op kigsd, and; bleirs mares 


, 1a :\ T | If 
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If ſome kind Marble Pile (hall riſe, t' enfold)} | 
What once three Law-bound Kingdomscould not hold; 
Oa the fair Stone this ſhorr Inſcription lay, 

(Tis all his whole Memorials have to ſay 


Twice exild James (Experience dearly Bought ) 
By thy Misfortune firſt, and laſt thy Fault. 


